SOCIALISM AND EARLY PROPAGANDA        63
his congenital egotism for mere vanity and shallowness. Assertive
by nature, aloof and superior in bearing, he had too little considera-
tion for the work and character of other people who were as able
and as sincere as himself, and those who were not with him were,
so far as he was concerned, outside the pale. He lashed Tories
and Liberals with equal vigour, and to those who still regarded
Liberalism as the only citadel of political righteousness, he was
the flagrant apostle of sin. His stinging invective aroused
enthusiasm in his admirers and fury in his victims. Gladstone,
Harcourt, Chamberlain, Bradlaugh—everybody who was outside
the S.D.F.—were impeached as the disguised enemies of the
people.
It is easy to criticize this method of propaganda, and to contrast
it with methods which are modern and more kindly. At that time
it was probably as necessary as it was effective. The people were
so stupefied politically that only shock-methods could arouse them
from their torpor. I was a boy of twenty at the time, and I took
the chair at most of the meetings that Burns addressed. It was
great fun, and I enjoyed it immoderately. Sometimes, however, I
look back upon our gay temper with misgiving. Naturally we
claimed that our candidate was reluctantly bearing the workers'
standard at the request of a large number of the downtrodden and
impatient electors of the division; but so far as I remember John
Peacock, Tom Proctor (later a Labour candidate for Davenport),
Sam Whalley, and myself, were the only people primarily con-
cerned, and I doubt whether more than two of us were voters, either
in the Western Division of Nottingham or elsewhere. The resent-
ment of the working-class Radicals against Burns and his associates
was almost unbelievable. We were accused of every crime short
of actual sacrilege. Liberalism at that time was still regarded as
an audacious political enterprise, and it considered that the votes
of the workers were its own by right; it believed that the common
people had been created that they might vote for Liberalism, and
that the working-class vote was a sacred preserve into which no
Socialist poacher should be allowed to put his unclean feet. Almost
the nicest thing said of us was that we had been bought with Tory
money to oppose Colonel Charles Seely, a rich and greatly respected
local coalowner, in order that an equally rich Conservative might
win the seat. Old personal friends regarded me as a traitor to my
class, and treated me as such, thereby adding political to the religious
ostracism that I knew so well.

